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Last Cigarette 


Author's Notes: 
Last Cigarette is my favorite song off the Have A Nice Day album, my favorite song they\‘ve done since the 
early 0s. Also, it\'s the first album song that David\'s had a writing credit on since the early 90s. 


Jon exhaled slowly, watching the smoke from between his lips mingle with the smoke from the lit end of his 


cigarette, two barely tangible swirls merging and curling upwards, vanishing somewhere before the ceiling. 

"You told me last week you were done smoking.’ 

"You told me last week you were done sleeping with me." David made a noise that could only be described as a 
grumble, regardless of the fact that grumble isn't a noun. He rolled onto his side and propped himself up on his 
elbow, watching Jon take another drag, eyes following the smoke as he exhaled, 


"Touche, fucker.” 


Nothing moved in the room except for Jon's hand, bringing the cigarette to his lips at random intervals, both 


men watching the smoke as it rose. Smoke is one of those things that's only entrancing sometimes, like nine in 
the morning when you've been kissed awake and made love to, when you're lounging in bed with the smell and 


the euphoria still heavy around you, when you have nothing to do all day but what you want to do. 


"We really should stop. | can't even look Dot in the eyes." David kept his eyes on the smoke as he talked. Jon 


glanced over at him. 

"You say that at least once a week. You keep coming back, though. Calling me, in this case." 

"And you keep smoking.” 

Jon smiled. "Yeah." 

Silence again. Slow, thick, comfortable silence. The smoke that gave the illusion of vanishing had settled in a 
haze around the pair, the smell slowly penetrating the scents of come and sweat, mingling with it into a single 
cloud of each of their vices. David breathed it in, running his hand lightly up and down Jon's thigh, eyes still on 
the threads of smoke as they danced together. There was something vaguely sexual about the way they 


moved, then twisted together until there was just one curling ribbon slithering upwards. 


Jon took one last drag, exhaling slowly as he stubbed the cigarette into the nearly-empty ashtray. By the end 
of the day it would be full. 


"I know why you always say you're gonna stop sleeping with me when we both know you never mean it" 


"Do you?" With no hypnotizing smoke to take his attention, David turned to look at Jon, watching his face. Jon 


looked serene, completely relaxed, content. David moved to sit up, leaning against the headboard next to him. 


"You enjoy something more if you think it's never going to happen again. Same reason | keep convincing myself 


I'm going to quit" 

"You're my last cigarette." 
"Basically, yes." 

"Thank you for the psychoanalysis.” 


Jon shrugged, taking another cigarette from the pack on the table and lighting it. The smoke began its slow 


trek upwards again, keeping both men entranced. 
"Every time | smell cigarette smoke | think of you." 


"There are worse things | could be tied to, | guess." 


David breathed in deeply through his nose, the smoke now at nearly the same level as the smell of sex. He 
could almost feel it dissolve into his body, coursing through his veins. Was it possible to get high from this? 


Jon rested his head on David's shoulder, the smoke ribbon wavering, nearly disappearing, as he moved. The new 


angle sent the smoke curling directly in front of David's face, his eyes following every twist and turn. Hypnotic. 


He sighed as Jon's hand slid around behind his neck, fingertips tracing light circles on his shoulder. Jon's body, 
warm and soft, was pressed against his under the sheets, their legs crossed over each other's. It was 


definitely possible to get high from this. 

"| always hate myself the next day." 

"So stop. It's not like | randomly showed up at your house and tied you down to have my way with you." 

‘lm not blaming you. | was just saying." 

Jon sighed, the forceful exhalation dissolving the twisting thread of smoke. David leaned down and kissed him, 
slipping his tongue between parted lips, tasting Jon and cigarettes. The taste of cigarette might as well be part 
of Jon's taste, David never got one without the other, but he always kept the distinction Just in case Jon ever 
did quit. 

When the kiss broke, Jon took another drag, tapping the thin cylinder against the ashtray to knock off the ash. 
He didn't like kissing while smoking, it had a tendency to go on too long and turn his cigarette into one long 
column of ash, but he never resisted David. If he said no once in a while, maybe David would give him up. But 
he never wanted to say no, and he definitely didn't want to push David away. 

"When's Dot getting back?" 

"Tomorrow sometime. What's it matter to you?" 

David shrugged. "Making conversation, | guess." 

Jon stubbed out his cigarette and let it join its fallen brother in the ashtray. As much as he was an enabler 
for David, David returned the favor. He had no reason to keep ashtrays in his house, except for Jon. It was a 
rice arrangement - David never pushed him to give up his vice, and Jon never pushed David to give up his. 

He rolled over on top of David, adjusting the sheets around them and kissing him. Their bodies shifted against 
each other, David's arms sliding around to hold Jon close. They kissed with the lazy passion of people with no 


need to rush, with endless hours to explore each other. 


Something clicked in David's brain. He knew exactly what Jon meant when he compared David's addiction to him 


and his cigarettes. No matter what he said, Jon was never going to have a last cigarette. 


Neither was David. 


